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Loaded with trophies Dedicated to His worship!
O! Me! Set your eyes on the sky,
On every turn of the street
The very city is prakara.
Adance with women singing
His praise as if in Darukavana.
Each street is a Sthana;
Each turn is a Karana;
In a quaint lay-out.
This disregards doubt!
How they recite prayers!
How the cloud parasols
Atop the Gopura!
I see the light circling
The different tiers of Vimana
And it goes into
The transit of a Star!
What a wonder! But my dream???
A fine happy apparel And a flame of sacrifice To feed on a blood And rack a soul hi pain, and gnawing At the flesh and bone. '
(Satpura moves to a corner.) of a swift hour
